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"But why these posts?"
"They're going to tie us to them. . . . Perhaps they'll
shoot us. . . ."
The twenty young men marched past the soldiers and
climbed the narrow steps of the scaffold. An officer called
the roll of the condemned, and placed nine of the prisoners
to the right of the platform, eleven to the left. A gendarme
stood behind each prisoner. At the foot of the scaffold a
group of bemedaled generals with pompous faces strolled
back and forth.
Dostoevsky stood next to Mombelli. He was not grieved,
indeed he did not feel that he belonged to the world where
this dramatic spectacle was taking place. Suddenly he had
an impulse to tell his neighbor about the theme of a new
story he had conceived in prison, but he was interrupted by
the shouted command, "Attention! Bare your heads!"
No one stirred. The prisoners did not realize that they
were the objects of this order. Among the generals another
voice said, "Remove your hats! The verdict is about to be
read."
Finally the "Petrashevskys" obeyed. They stood bare-
headed in the cold that pressed upon their temples and
brought tears to their eyes.
The sky was a limpid gray. The steps of the young men
had left large soft holes in the thick snow. Crusts of ice
gleamed on the tips of their shoes. They felt the hot breath
of the gendarmes on their necks. The prosecutor stepped to
the center of the platform and read the text of the verdict
in a. monotonous and rapid voice, enumerated the crimes of
which each of the prisoners had been found guilty and ended
the exposition with the simple words, "Sentenced to death."
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